A maid, who loves the hunt and venery,

And to go rambling in the greenwood wild,

And not to be a wife and be with child.

I do not crave the company of man.

Now help me, lady, since thou may'st and can,

By the three beings who are one in thee.

For Palamon, who bears such love to me,

And for Arcita, loving me so sore,

This grace I pray thee, without one thing more,

To send down love and peace between those two,

And turn their hearts away from me: so do

That all their furious love and their desire,

And all their ceaseless torment and their fire

Be quenched or turned into another place;

And if it be thou wilt not show this grace,

Or if my destiny be moulded so

That I must needs have one of these same two,

Then send me him that most desires me.

Behold, O goddess of utter chastity,

The bitter tears that down my two cheeks fall.

Since thou art maid and keeper of us all,

My maidenhead keep thou, and still preserve,

And while I live a maid, thee will I serve."

The fires blazed high upon the altar there,
While Emily \yas saying thus her prayer,
But suddenly she saw a sight most quaint,
For there, before her eyes, one fire went faint,
Then blazed again; and after that, anon,
The other fire was quenched, and so was gone.
And as it died it made a whistling sound,
As do wet branches burning on the ground,
And from the brands* ends there ran out, anon,
What looked like drops of blood, and many a one;
At which so much aghast was Emily
That she was near dazed, and began to cry,
For she knew naught of what it signified;
But only out of terror thus she cried
And wept, till it was pitiful to hear.
But thereupon Diana did appear.